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The thirdTart ofKjng Henry the Sixt. 


Enter a CMeff'enger. 
War. How now? what newcs ? 
Mef The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 
The Queene is comming with a puiffant Hoaft, 
And craucs your company , for fpeedy counfell. 
War. Why then it forts, brauc Warriorsjet's away. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Flour ifh* Enter the Kingfhe* Queene », Clifford^ Northum- 
andTong Prince, with Drumme and 
Trumfettes. 

J£#» Welcome my Lord, to this brauc town of Yorke, 
Yonder* the head of that Arch-enemy, 
That fought to be incompaft with your Crowne. 
Doth not the obieft cheere your heart,my Lord. 

K. I,as the rockes cheare them that fearc their wrack, 
To fee this fight,it irkes my very foule : 
With-hold reuenge (deere God) 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly haue I infring'd my Vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmf ull pitiy muft be layd alide s 
To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes ? 
Not to the Beaft, that would vfurpe their Den. 
Whofc hand is that the Forrcft Bcare doth licke ? 
Not his that fpoyles her yong before her face. 
Who feapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 
Not he that fets his foot vpon her backe. 
The fmalleft Worme will turne, being troden on, 
And Doues will pe eke in fafegard of their Brood, 
Ambitious Yorke, did leucll at thy Crowne, 
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry browes. 
He but a Duke, would haue his Sonne a King, 
And raife his iflbe like a louing Sire. 
Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonnc, 
Did'ft yeeld confent to difinhcrit him : 
Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father. 
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young, 
And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 
Who hath not feene them euen with thofe wings, 
Which fometime they haue vs*d with fearfull flight, 
Make warre with him that climb'd vnto their neft, 
Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence? 
For fliame,my Liege, make them your Prefidcn t ; 
W ere it not pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should loofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault, 
And long heereafter fay vnto his childe, 
What my great Grandfather, andGrandfire got, 
My careleiTe Father fondly gauc away. 
Ah, what a fliame were this? Looke on the Boy, 
And let his manly face, which promifeth 
Succeffefull Fortune ftecle thy melting heart, 
To hold thine owne,and leauc ihine owne with him. 

King, Full well hath Clifordphid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force : 
But Clifford tell me, did'ft thou neuer heare, 
That things ill got,had euer bad fucceffe. 
And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, 
Whole Father for his hoording went to hell : 
! He leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds bchindc, 
| And would my Father had left me no more : 
For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate, 
As brings a thoufand fold more care to keepe, 
Then in pofleflion any iot of pleafure. 
Ah Cofin Yorke, would thy beft Friends did know, 


oyc. 


How it doth greeue mcthat thy head iThTerT 
a ^y Lord cheere vp your fpirits, 0U r fo e , arp 
And this foft courage makes your Followers fain 
You promift Knighthood to our forward fonne 5 
Vnflieath your fword,and dub him prefently, * 
lidfodr^kncelcdowne. 

King . Edward Plantagentt, arife a Knight 
And learne this Lefion; Draw thy Sword in rieh 

Prin* My gracious Fatherly your Kindly fJ' 
He draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, • 
And in that quarrell,vfc it to the death, 

Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Prince 

Enter aTtfcjfenger, 
sMeJf. Royall Commanders, be in readincfle 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand mcn^ % 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke 
And in theTownes as they do march along, * 
Proclaimes him King, and many fly e to him 
Darraigne your battcll,for they arc at hand * 

Clif. I would your Highneflc would depart tbefieU 
The Queene hath beft fucceffe when you are abfene 
$u. I good my Lord,and leaue vs to our Fortune 
King. Why, that'smy fortune too,thercforc He L 
North. Be it with refolution then to fiohc. '* 
Prin. My Royall Father,chcere thele Noble Lords 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence: ' 
Vnfhcath your Sword,good Father: Cry S.George. 

March. Enter Edward .Warwicke y RichardjClarmt 
Norfolke, Momtaguc,and Soldiers. 1 

Edw. Now pcriur'd #«rrjr, wilt thou kneel for «ra«f 
And fet thy Diadem vpon my head? 
Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

Qu. Go rate thy Minions, proud infultingBoy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termcs, 
Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfull King ? 

Sd. I am his King,and he thould bow his knee : 
I was adopted Heire by his confent. 

Cla. Since when,his Oath is broke: for as I heare, 
You that are King, though he do wearc the Crowne, 
Haue caus'd him by new Aft of Parliament, 
To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in. 

Clif. And reafon too, 
Who (hould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne* 

Rich* Are you there Butcher? 0,1 cannot fpeake. 

Clif I Crooke-back,here I ftand to anfwer thec> 
Or any he,the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich. Twas you that kill'd yong Rutland,wasitnot? 

Qif I,and old Yorke,and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lords giue fignall to the fight, 

War. What fay'ft thou Henry % 
Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you fpeak? 

Q*. Why how now Iong-tongu'd Warwicke, dare 
When you and I, met at S.tAlbons laft, 
Your Iegges did better feruicc then your hands* 

IPar* Then 'twas my turne to fly, and now 'tis thine; 

Clif You faid fo much before,and yet you fled. 

War. 'Twas not yout valor Clifford droue roe thence, 

Afar«No,nor your manhood thatidurft make you ftay. 

Rich. Northumberland,! hold thee reuercntly, 
Breake off the parley,for fcarfe I can refrains 
The execution of my big-fwolnc heart 
Vpon that Clifford,th*z cruell Child-killer. 

Cltf. IflewthyFather,carftthouhimaChild? 
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-^TTilb a DsftircJ.and a treacherous Coward, 

kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
AS th St Jle make thee curfe the deed. 
g " Haue done with VV ° rt3s (™ Y Lor ^ a " d I,care 
^Defi* them then,or els hold elofc thy ii& 

Mis I pry thcc g iuc no ,imits to m y Ton S u ^ 
Mine.andpriuilcdg'dtoi'pcake. 

li T(U- v Lieee.the wound that bred this meeting here, 

i&cufdbyWords^hereforebeaill. 

Rich Then Executioner vnflieath thy iword : 

ntf him that made vs all, I am rcfolu'd, 

th Cliffords Mahhood,lyes vpon his tongue. 

El S*Y Henry 9 (hz\l I hauq my right,or no: 

Athouf^nd men haue broke their Fafts to day, 

Thatnc'rc fliall dine, vnlcffe thou yeeld theCrownc. 

tfzr.- If thou deny,their Blood vpon thy head* 

For Yorke in iuftice put's his Armour on. 

pr.Ed* If that be right, which Warwick faics is right, 

There is no vvrong,but euery thing is right. 

ffar. Who euer got thce,therc thy Mother ftands, 

for well I vvot,thou haft thy Mothers tongue. 

Qu, But thou art neyther like thy Sire nor Damme, 

ButHkcafoulcffliftiapen Stygmaticke, 

Mark'd by the Deftinies to be auoided, 

AsvenomeToades, or Lizards dreadfull fting«. 

jicb. IronofNaples,hid with Englifti gilt^ 

Whofc Father bearcs the Title of a King, 

(As if a Channell fhould be call d the Sea) 

Sham'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 

To let thy tongue deteft thy bafe-borne heart. 

Si A wifpc of ftraw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 

To make this fhamclelTe Caller know her felfe : 

Blsff of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, 

Although thy Husband may be Menclatu 5 

And ne're was Agamemnons Brother wrong'd 

By that falfe Woman,as this King by thee. 

His Father reuei'd in the heart of France, 

And tarrui the King^and m*dc the Dolphin ftoope ; 

And had he match'd according to his State, 

He might haue kept that glory to this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

Andgracd thy poorc Sire with his Bridall day, 

Euen then that Sun-fhine brew'd a fliowre for him, 

That waflnt his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 

Andheap'd ("edition on his Crowne at home : 

For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy Pride ? 

Had'ft thou bene meeke,our Title ftill had flept, 

And we in pitty cf the Gentle King, 

Had flipt our Claimc, vhtiil another Age. 

CkBut when we faw, our Sunfibine made thy Spring, 

And that thy Summer bred vs no increafe, 

We fet the Axe to thy vfurping Roote : 

And though the edge hath fomcthing hit our felues, 

Yet know thou, fince we haue beguiuo ftrike, 

V^ee'l neucr leaue, till we haue hewne thee downc, 

Orbath'd thy growing,with our heated bloods. 

Edm. And in this refolution, I defie thee, 

Notwillmg any longer Conference, 

Since thou denicd'ft the gentle King to fpeake/ 

Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours waue, 

And either Viaorie, o r clfe aGraue. 

Stay Edward. 

Ed. No wrangling Woman, weel no longer ftay, 

Thefe words will coft ten thoufand ltues this day. 

Exeunt omnesu 


AUram. Excstrfions. Enter Warwicke* 


War. Fore-fpent with Toile 3 as Runners with a Race, 
I lav mc downe a little while to breath : 
For'ftrokes recciud^and many blowes repaid, 
Haue robb'd my ftrong knit finewes of their {rren^th^ 
And fp'tght of fpight, needs muft I reft a-while* 

Enter Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentle hcaucn, or ftrike vngentle death, 
For this world frownes, and Edwards ^Sunne is clowded. 

War* How now my Lord, what happc? what hope of f 
good? 

Enter Clarence. 

CU. Oarhapislofte, our hope but fad dilpaire, 
Our rankes arebroke,and mine followes vs. 
What counfaile giue you? whether fhall yvc flye? 

Ed. Bootleffe is flight, they follow vs with Wings, 
And wcake wc arc,and cannot fliun purfuite. 

Enter Richard. 

Ps}ch. Ah Warwicke, why haft^ withdrawn thy felfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hath drunk, 
Broaclvd with the Steely point of Cliffords Launce t 
And in the very pangs of death, he cryde, 
Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwicke, reuenge; Brother,reucngc my death. 
So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds, 
That ftain'd their Fetlockes in his fmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood; 
He kill my Horfe,becaufe I will not flye : 
Why ftand wc like foft-hearted women heere, 
Wayling our lolTes,whilcs the Foe doth Rage, 
And looke Ypon, as if the Tragedic 
W ere plaid in ieft, by counterfeiting Actors. 
Heere on my knee, 1 vow to God aboue, 
He ncuer pawfc againe, neuer ftand ftill. 
Till either death hath clos*d thefe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune giuen me meafure of Reuenge. 

Ed* Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine, 
And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine : 
And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe of Kkigs: 
Befecching thee (if with thy will it ftands) 
That to my Foes this body mitftbeprey, 
Yet chat thy brazen gates of hcauen may ope, 
And giue fweet paflage to my finfull foule. 
Now Lords, take leaue vntill we mccte againe^' 
Where ere it be, in heauen a or in earth. 

Rich. Brother, 
Giuc me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke, 
Let me imbrace thee in my weary amies : 
I that did neuer wcepe, now melt with wo, 
That Winter fhould cut off our Spring-time fo. 

(Tar. Away,away: 
Once more fweet Lords farwell. 

Cla % Yet let vs altogether to our Troopes, 
And giue them leaue to flye, that will not ftay: 
And call them Pillars that will ftand to vs : 
And if we thriue, promife them fuch rewards 
As Victors wcare at the Olympian Games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breafts, 
For yet is hope of Life and Victory : 
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